BARBARIAN STORIES

back to a little sheep-girl, an ignorant little native who
had never been to Dorchester, and his uncle behind
him was speaking in his own language: 'Come on,
Martius, it's time we got back to the road,' And then
he patted the little girl on the head and gave her a
small silver coin. Martius half expected her to turn
it into a snake or something, but she just bobbed a
curtsey and kept it and said nothing. And the three
Romans went back to the Roman road.

'She was going to tell me a prophecy about the
town/ said Martius.

'That would have been an extra tuppence!' said his
uncle. 'Pretty little thing, too. But I wish I could
make out about the place.'

'Perhaps she'd have told us.'

But the uncle did not attend; he was becoming
more and more convinced of the possibilities of
rabbits in the Southern command.

After a few miles they had lunch, and Martius
caught a new sort of butterfly, and then they rode on
again. By and bye the road forked, one goodish by-
road that would scarcely take them out of their way
going off to the left 'Oh father!' said Martius. 'Do -
do let's go by the wishing well! Uncle hasn't seen it,
and I'm sure he'd like a wish.' And that was all right,
because it was a lovely day and really no hurry.

There was quite a good-sized village round the
wishing well, and two or three girls who tried for
Alfenius first, but, failing him, began some lively
conversations with the grooms, which were sup-
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